human beings. And that sergeant of ours who
threatens with his revolver, you must shoot him
down, and you must do what we have done, for
those you call the Reds are human beings. But
those officers of ours. Franco and the whole lot of
them, they are hijos de puta (sons of bitches), and
they jolly well won't take Madrid ! "

Our soldiers are jubilant ; they laugh, they cry,
and run alongside the car that is taking our two
new comrades to the city.